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TO A MEMORY 

THE HILLS OF 'DREAM 

St. John's Eve 1901 

THERE bos been twilight bere, since one 
wbom some name Life and some Deatb 
slid between us tbe little sbadow tbat is tbe 
un/atbomable dark and silence. In a grave 
deeper tban is bollowed under tbe windsweet 
grass lies tbat wbicb was so passing fair, 

IVbo plays tbe Song of Songs upon tbe Hills 
of Dream ? // is said Love is tbat reed-player, 
for tbere is no song like bis. 

But to-day I saw one, on tbese dim gartbs 
of sbadow and silence, wbo put a reed to 
bis lips and played a wbite spell of beauty. 
Then I knew Looe and Deatb to he one, as in 
tbe old myth of Oengus of tbe IVbite Birds 
and tbe Grey Shadows, 

Here are tbe broken airs tbat once you 
loved, , , , 

** Tbe fable-flowering land wherein they grew 
Hath dreams for stars, and grey romance for 
dew:' 

Tbeff are hut tbe breath of what has been : only 
are they for tbisy tbat they do tbe will of beauty 
and regret. 



Green tbou would*st not he pluckedf tby 
purple fruit I longed for. . . . 

THE STEPHANOS OF PHILIPPUS. 



Lh-hast tout nous appelle. . . , Et, qui saity 
Urns les reves h rSaliser / . . . 
A quoi bon les rialiser . . . ils sont si 

beaux/ 

AXRL. 



Love is as a vapour Jpat is licked up of the 
wind. Let wboso longetb after tbis lovely mist 
^tbat as a breath is, and is not — beware of 
this xoind. There is no sorrow like unto the 
sorrow of tbis xoind. 

LEABHRAN MH6r-GHEASADAIREACHD. 

{The Little Book of the Great Enchantment.) 
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THROUGH THE IVORY GATE 




£R THE EVENING STAR 



300R little songs, children of sorrow, go. 

A wind may take yoa up, and blow you far. 
ly heart will go with yoa, too, wherever yon go. 

8 the little leaves in the wood they pass : 
rind has lifted them, and the wind is gone, 
iave I too not heard the wind come, and pass ? 

^e secret dews fall under the Evening-Star, 
there is peace I know in the west : yet, if there be 

no dawn, 
Hie secret dews isJl under the Evening-Star. 



THE ENCHANTED VALLEYS 



BY the Gate of Sleep we enter the Enchanted 
VaUeys. 
White soundless birds fly near the twilit portals :* 
Follow, and they lead to the Silent Alleys. 

Grey pastures are there, and hush*d spell-bound 
woods. 
And still waters, girt with unwhispering reeds : 
/Lost dreams linger there, wan multitudes : 

They haunt the grey waters, the alleys dense and 
dim. 
The immemorial woods of timeless age. 

And where the forest leans on the grey sea's rim. 

Nothing is there of gladness or of sorrow : 
What is past can neither be glad nor sad : 

It is past : there is no dawn : no to-morrow. 



HE VALLEY OF WHITE POPPIES 

BETWEEN the grey pastures and the dark wood 
A valley of white poppies is lit by the low 
moon: 
It is the grave of dreams, a holy rood. 

It is quiet there: no wind doth ever falL 
Long long ago a wind sang once a heart-sweet rune. 
Now the white poppies grow, silent and talL 

A white bird floats there like a drifting leaf: 
It feeds upon faint sweet hopes and perishing dreams 
And the still breath of unremembering grief. 

And as a silent leaf the ¥^te bird passes, 
Winnowing the dusk by dim forgetful streams. 
I am alone now among the silent grasses. 
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Of bmiUaM woidi of piayer 
Eddfas of piajer. 



DREAM MEADOWS 

GIRT with great garths of shadow 
Dim meadows fade in grey: 
No moon lightens the gloaming, 

The meadows know no day : 
But pale shapes shifting 
From dask to daak, or lifting 
Frail wings in flight, go drifting 
Adown each flowerless way. 

These phantom-dreams in shadow 

Were once in wild-rose flame ; 
Each wore a star of glory, 

Each had a loved sweet name : 

Now they are nameless, knowing 
Nor star nor flame, but going 
Whither they know not, flowing 
Waves without wind or aim. 

But later through the gloaming 

The Midnight-Shepherd cries : 
The trooping shadows follow 
Making a wind of sighs : 

The fold is hollow and black ; 
No pathway thence, no track ; 
No dream ever comes back 
Beneath those silent skies. 



GREY PASTURES 

IN the grey gloaming where the white moth flies 
When I, quiet dust on the forgetful wind. 
Shall be untroubled by any breath of sighs — 

It may be I shall fall like dew upon 
The still breath of grey pastures such as these 
Wherein I wander now twixt dusk and dawn. 

See, in this phantom bloom I leave a kiss : 
It was given me in fire ; now it b grey dust : 

Mayhap I may thrill again at the touch of this. 
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LONGING 



WOULD I were the cool wm.d that's blowing from 
the sea, 
I Each loneliest valley I would search till I should come 
I to thee. 



I In the dew on the grass is your name, dear, i' the leaf 
[ on the tree — 

would I were the cool wind that's blowing from the 
i sea. 

t 

I would I were the cool wind that's blowing far from 

me — 

The grey silence, the grey waves, the grey wastes of 

the sea. 



REMEMBRANCE 

No more : let there be no more said. 
It is over now» the long hope, the beaatifnl 
dream. 
The poor body of love in his grave is laid. 

I had dreamed his shining eyes eternal, alas I 
Now, dead love, I know, can never rise again. 

Never, never again shall I see even his shadow pass. 

A star has ceased to shine in my lonely skies. 
Sometimes I dream I see it shining in my heart. 
As a bird the windless pool over which it flies. 

No : no more : I will not say what I see, there : 
Sorrow has depths within depths . . . silence is best : 
Farewell, Dead Love : no more the same road we 
fare. 
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Somedmes a. jftaamni: -ftyj^w: JSks 

from ticc TO ^3^ 
His voice 

wind 
Sighs ia 



I hescr -fbtt 



Dying nsen a^ obcs. jod di&act&ft 

of tbedoor 
They hear bdov ate Mffifrf lica nr ^i^ 

don 



Somedmes he pmses ^bbm;^ t&e 

where tw2jgfht Acsr 
His TCMce fike most £nm a tsScj i3m ^0tx 



Or in a windy IBf^ <d yflfl bc ad »^ 
Is blown fike periribmig inirf ^sfvagt 



But oftenest in the dark woods I hear him 

sing 
Dim, half remembered things where the old 

mosses cling 
To the old trees, and the faint wandering 

eddies bring 
The phantom echoes of a phantom Spring. 

Lost in the dark gulf of the woods, his song 

sinks low : 
I listen : and hear only the long, inevitable, 

slow 
Falling of wave on wave, the sighing flow : 
And in the silence my heart sobbing its old 

woe. 
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REQUIEM 



I 



N the sunken city of Marias 

A golden Image dwells : 
The sea-song of the trampling waves 

Is as muffled bells 

Where He dwells 
In the city of Murias. 

In the sunken city of Murias 

A golden Image gleams : 
The loud noise of the moving seas 

Is as woven beams, 

Where He dreams 
In the city of Murias. 

In the sunken city of Murias, 

Deep, deep beneath the sea 
The Image sits and hears Time break 

The heart I gave to thee 

And thou to me, 
In the dty of Murias. 

In the sunken city of Murias 

Long, oh so long ago 
Our souls were wed when the world was young : 

Are we old now, that we know 

This silent woe 
In the city of Marias ? 



Where He dwdb 
««Iie«%ofMwiM. 




FROM THE 
HEART OF A WOMAN 




'' Tb$ gr$<U winding sheets thai bury aU 
things in dbUviony are two : Lave, that makes 
oblivious of Life; and Deaths that obliterates 
Looer 

** H^as it became I desired thee darkfyt that 
thou could* st not know the white spell? Or 
was it that the white spell could not reach thy 
darkness t One god debateth this : and another 
god anstvereth this: but one god knoweth it. 
IVith him be the issuer 

AN LBABHAR bAn. 

(The 'Book of IVhite Magic.) 



'* My wisdom became pregnant on lonely 
mountains; upon rugged stones she bore her 
young* 

Now she runneth strangely through the hard 
desert and seeketh, and ever seeketh for soft 
grasSf mine own old wisdom." 

NIETZSCHE. 
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'RAY£R OF WGMES 




ir of diehoua^ 
m looks at €mr 



itkfr^; 



oar hpm mna^tmnd ot wiA IcMif 



And at our brasstt, fitUoi and leaxed aa a barren hill; 

And at oar handa, worn with toil I 

Alk» hoar of the hoDia» 

When, seeing, he aeethall Jha hitter fB ^na«^^ypirir<rf| 

AUjUtt the Tiidated womb that cuaea him— 

An aave the heart that lorbearedi ... for pity- 

AU aave the Hving brain tliat condemneth him— 

AU aave the 9pbit that ahall not mate with him— 

All aave the aool he ahall never aee 

Till he be one with it, and eqoal; 

He who hath tlie bridal, bat gaideth not; 

He who hath the wli^ jet ia driven; 

He who aa a shepherd odleth upon na, 

Bat is himself a lost sheep, cryini; among the UOil 

O Spirit, and the Mne Angds who watch ns, 

And Thou, white Christ, and Mary Modier of Sonov, 

Heal OS of the wrong of man: 

We whoae breasto are weary with milk, 

Cry, cry to Thee, O Compassionate I 
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THE RUNE OF THE SORROW OF 

WOMEN 

Tbis is the rune of the women who hear in 

sorrow : 
tVbo, having anguish of hody^ die in the pangs 

of hearing, 
tVbo, with the ehh at the hearty pass ere the 

wane of the hahe-month. 







THE RUNE 

WE are tired, we are tired, all we who 
are women : 
Heavy the breasts with milk that never shall 

nourish : 
Heavy the womb that never again shall be 

weighty. 
For we have the burthen upon us, we have 

the burthen, 
The long slow pain, and the sorrow of going, 

and the parting. 
little hands, O little lips, farewell and 

farewell. 
Bitter the sorrow of bearing only to end with 

the parting. 

THE DREAM 

Far away in the east of the worid a Woman 

had sorrow. 
Heavy she was with child, and the pains 

were upon her. 



!I 



Thm God loolMd forUi out of Immodi nd 

^Olfftiy, tfaoabaanittiM Piinca of Pbui, 
oT^ / ud th^ iMd Shan be btanSd." 

Bat Ifftiy tiitt Ifother riglied, md-Ce d Hy 






For tfab if the nme he heeid fai the heart d 

Mary the ^Orgln: — 
«*M en bfcidfe ld eoweth the leed, md tBndly 

hereepeth: 
And lo the word of the Lord Is a tiening 

upon the eower. 
O friiat of the bleMing epon the fidd that b 



What of the eowii« not the sower* what of 

the mother, the bearer? 
Snre it ia jhis that I see ; that eve iywheie 

over the world 
The man has the paia and^Jhe sorrow, the 

weary womb and the travail 1 
Everywhere patient he is, restraining the 

tears of his patience, 
Slow in upbraiding, swift in passion unselfish, 
Bearing his pain in silence, in silence the 

shame and the anguish : 
Slow, slow he is to put the blame on the 

love of the woman : 
Slow to say that she led him astray, swift 

ever to love and excuse her I 
O His a good thing, and glad I am at the 

seeing, 



That man who has all the pain and the 

patient sorrow and waiting 
Keepeth his heart ever yonng and never 

upbraideth the woman 
For that she laughs in the sun and taketh 

the joy of her living 
And holdeth him to her breast, and knoweth 

pleasure, 
And plighteth troth akin to the starry immor- 
tals, 
And soon forgetteth, and lusteth after 

another, 
And plighteth again, and again, and yet 

again and again, 
And asketh one thing only of man who is 

patient and loving, — 
This : that he swerve not ever, that faithful 

he be and loyal, 
And know that thei sorrow of sorrows is only 

a law of his being. 
And all is well with woman, and the world 

of woman, and God. 
O 'tis a good thing, and glad I am at the 

seeing 1 
And this is the rune of man the bearer of 

pain and sorrow, 
The father who giveth the babe his youth, 

his joy and the life of his living I " — 

(And high in His Heaven God the All-Seeing 
trnnhted.) 
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Owmmm wmijt ham mij^ all we of At 

faortkoai 
Hmij tfif hnmtB vU nUk fSbak bmw 

•hallBouUi: 
Hflftvy tii« voob Oat ntver ^^ ihaB bi 

frnltMi 
Heavy the heiuti tiiafc new efibi ihaBbi 

For we have the hwtheB vpoa Mb ve hm 

die boidieBf 
The U»f dow pefait and tfie eoRow of jDii§ 

and diepaitfaig. 
O Uttle haiuJtai O Bttfe I^ fHwrnO wA 

taremil: 
BIttw the aonow of bearing only to esd with 

thepartittg^ 

Bitter the aonowoC bearfaigonlytoendiMi 
the pelting. 



THE RUNE OF THE PASSION OF WOMAN 

WE who l oy^a re those who 8nffer » 
We who suffer most are those who most do love. 
the heartbreak come of longing love, 
the heartbreak come of love deferred, 
the heartbreak come of love grown listless. 
Far apon the lonely hills I have heard the crying, 
The lamentable crying of the ewes, 
And dreamed I heard the sorrow of poor mothers 
Made lambless too and weary with that sorrow : 
And far upon the waves I have heard the crying. 
The lamentable crying of the seamews. 
And dreamed I heard the wailing of the women 
Whose hearts are flamed with love above the grave- 
stone, 
Whose hearts beat fast but hear no fellow-beating. 
Bitter, alas, the soxxQK.pf Jonely women, 
When no man by the ingle sits, and in the cradle 
No little flower-like faces flush with slumber : 
Bitter the loss of these, the lonely silence. 
The void bed, the hearthside void. 
The void heart, and only the grave not void : 
But bitterer, oh more bitter still, the longing 
Jf women who have known no love at all, who never, 
^ever, never, have grown hot and cold with rapture 
Neath the lips or 'neath the clasp of longing, 
Who have never opened eyes of heaven to man's devotion, 
Who have never heard a husband whisper " wife," 
Who have lost their youth, their dreams, their fairness. 
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In a vain upgrowing to a light that comes not. 

Bitter these : bat bitterer than either, 

Ojiiost Intter for the heart of woman 

To have loved and been beloved with passion, 

To have known the height and depth, the vision 

Of triple-flaming love — and in the heart-self 

Sang a song of deathless love, immortal, 

Sanrise-haired, and starry-eyed, and wondroas : 

To have felt the brain sastain the mighty 

Weight and reach of thoaght anspanned and spanless, 

To have felt the sool grow large and noble. 

To have felt the spirit daantless, eager, swift in hope 

and daring. 
To have felt the body grow in fairness. 
All the glory and the beauty of the body 
Thrill with joy of living, feel the bosom 
Rise and fall with sudden tides of passion. 
Feel the lift of soul to soul, and know the rapture 
Of the rising triumph of the ultimate dream 
Beyond the pale place of defeated dreams : 
To know all this, to feel all this, to be a woman 
Oowned with the double crown of lily and rose 
And have the morning star to rule the golden hours 
And have the evening star thro* hours of dream, 
To live, to do, to act, to dream, to hope, 
To be a perfect woman with the full 
Sweet, wondrous, and consummate joy 
Of womanhood fulfilled to all desire — 
And then ... oh then, to know the waning of the visioi 
To go through days and nights of starless longing, 
Through nights and days of gloom and bitter sorrow: 
To see the fairness of the body passing. 



To see the beauty wither, the sweet colour 
Fade, the coming of the wintry lines 
Upon pale faces chilled with idle loving, 
The slow subsidence of the tides of living. 
To feel all this, and know the deaQlate..sorrow 

And to cry out with aching lips, and vainly ; 

And to cry out with aching heart, and vainly ; 

And to cry out with aching brain, and vainly ; 

And to cry out with aching soul, and vainly ; 

To cry, cry, cry with passionate heartbreak, sobbing, 

To the dim wondrous shape of Love Retreating — 

To grope blindly for the warm hand, for the swift touch. 

To seek blindly for the starry lamps of passion. 

To crave blindly for the dear words of longing ! 

To go forth cold, and drear, and lonely, O so lonely. 

With the heart-cry even as the crying, 

The lamentable crying on the hills 

When lambless ewes go desolately astray — 

Yea, to go forth discrowned at last, who have worn 

The flower-sweet lovely crown of rapturous love : 

To know the eyes have lost their starry wonder ; 

To know the hair no more a fragrant dusk 

Wherein to whisper secrets of deep longing ; 

To know the breasts shall henceforth be no haven 

For the dear weary head that loved to lie there — 

To go, to know, and yet to live and suffer, 

To be as use and wont demand, to fly no signal 

That the soul founders in a sea of sorrow. 

But to be ' true,' ' a woman,' ' patient,' ' tender,' 

' Divinely acquiescent,' all-forbearing, 

To laugh, and smile, to comfort, to sustain. 
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TSo do all ttk— ok ttk li Uttanal^ 
OttkAe 



Bat O ye ■n—a, lAat KWJl? Bdioldt 
Mea irygito at tii(a trot b i^waoa li writ 
Tlw leflai3'of tlie brokaa haaiti of 



And tliia k die «id: for joaqf and old the end: 
For fair and aweet* for tiJMBO sot aweet nor fBir» 



For loved, unloved, «id tiboae idM once 
For an the wooMn of an dda veaiy noild 
Of joj too brief and aonofv fv too laa§, 
Tlds ia the «nd : the cioaa, the hitter tiee^ 
And wonh^ of the phantmn ndaed on high 
Oat of yoer lore^ Toor paarion, yoor deqMir, 
Hopes nnfolfiUed, and anavafling teaiat 



JOIl^ 



THE SHEPHERD 
" ygfilyt those herdsmen also were of the sheep! " 

NIETZSCHE. 



Hs loved me, as he said, in every part, 
And yet I could not, woald not, give him all 
Why should a woman forfeit her whole heart 
At bidding of a single shepherd's call ? 
One vast the deep, and yet each wave is free 
To answer to the noonshine's drowsy smile 
Or leap to meet the storm-wind's rapturous glee : 
This heart of mine a wave is oftenwhile. 
Depth below depth, strange currents cross, re-cross, 
The anguished eddies darkly ebb and flow, 
Bat on the placid surface seldom toss 
The reckless flotsam of what seethes below : 
placid calms and maelstrom heart of me, 
Shan it be thus till there be no more sea ? 

II 

"I am thy shepherd, love, that on this hill 

Of life shall tend and guard thee evermore." 

These were thy words that far-off day and still 

lives on thine echoing lips this bond of yore. 

Yet who wert thou, O soul as I am, thus 

To take so blithely gage of shepherding ? 

Were we not both astray where perilous 

Steps might each into the abysmal darkness fling ? 
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Lo, my tired soul even as a storm-stayed ewe 
Across the heights onto my shepherd cried : 
Bat to the sheltered vale at last I drew 
And laid me weary by thy sleeping side. 
Thoa didst not hear The Shepherd calling us, 
Nor far the night-wind, vibrant, ominous. 



Ill 



O shepherd of mine, lord of my little life, 

Guard me from knowledge even of the stress : 

And if I stray, take heed thon of thy wife. 

Errant from mere womanhood's wantonness. 

Even as the Lord of Hosts, lo in thy hand. 

The hollow of thy hand, my soul support : 

Guide this poor derelict back unto the land 

And lead me, pilot, to thy sheltering port ! 

No — no — keep back — away — not now thy kiss : 

O shepherd, pilot, wake I awake I awake 1 

The deep must whelm us both I Hark, the waves his 

And as a shaken leaf the land doth shake ! 

Awake, O shepherding soul, and take command 1 — 

— Nay, vain vain words : how shall he understand ? 



II 



li 
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VHITE STAR OF TIME 

EACH love-thought in thj miiid doth 
As some white cloud at even. 
Tin in sweet dews it iaUs on me 
Athiist for thee, my Heaven I 

My Heaven, my Heaven, dioa art to far I 
Stoop, since I cannot chmb : 

I would this wandering fire were lost 
In thee, white Star of Time I 



GREEN BRANCHES ^^ 

WAVE, wave, green branches, wave me 
fa. away 
To where Ihe forest deepens and the bill 

winds, sleeping, stay: 
Where Peace doth fold her twilight winp, 

and Ihroagh the heart of day 
There goes the nimour of passing hours 
grown faint and grey. 

Wave, wave, green branches, my heail like 

a bird doth hover 
Above the nesting-place your grean-glooin 

O come to my nesting heart, come close, 

Jo; of my heart, my life, mj prioce, mj 



SHULE, SHULE, SHUIX» AGRAHl 



H 



IS face was £^ad as damn to 
His breatli was sweet as daik to 
His eyes were bamiaig llaaMS to 
Shule, Sbale, Shale;, 



The broad noon-da^ was ni^t to 
The full-mocMi night was daik to 
The stars whirled and the poles 
The hour God took him far fr o i 



Perhaps he dreams in heaves 
Perhaps he doth in wonhip bow, 
A white flame roand his foam-white bfow* 
Shale, Shale, Shole^ agiah ! 

I laagh to think of him like this. 
Who once f onnd all his joy and bfiss 
Against my heart, against my Idai, 

Shnle, Shale, Shale, agiah I 

Star of my joy, art still die same 
Now thou hast gotten a new name? 
Pulse of my heart, my Blood, my Flame, 
Shnle, Shale, Shale, agiah 1 

IdoBoCgiTe the conttt mpeOiatg of the Gaefic 
The Bne ngnifies *'M<nre, nore, mote to ae, aqr 

HearftLore." 
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LORD OF MY LIFE 

HE laid his dear face next to mine, 
His eyes aflame burned close to mil 
His heart to mine, his lips to mine, 
O he was mine, all mine, all mine. 

Drunk with old wine of love I was, 
Drunk as the wild bee in the grass : 
Yea, as the wild bee in the grass. 
Drunk, drunk, with wine of love I was I 

His lips of life to me were fief, 
Beneath him I was but a leaf 
Blown by the wind, a shaken leaf. 
Yea, as the sickle reaps the sheaf, 

My Grief 1 
He reaped me as a gathered sheaf ! 

His to be gathered, his the bliss, 
But not a greater bliss than this ! 
All of the empty world to miss 
For wild redemption of his kiss I 

My Grief 1 

For hell was lost, though heaven was brie 
Sphered in the universe of thy kiss — 
So cries to thee thy fallen leaf, 
Thy gathered sheaf, 
Lord of my life, my Pride, my Chief, 

My Grief 1 



ISLA 

I SLA, Isla, heart of my heart, it is you alone 
I am loving- 
Pulse of my life, my flame, my joy, love is 
a bitter thing I 
Love has its killing pain, they say — and you 
alone I am loving — 
Isla, Isla, my pride, my king, love is a 
bitter thing 1 

Isla, Isla, in the underworld where the elfin- 
music is. 
There we shall meet one day at last, as the 
wave with the wind o* the south 1 
Then you shall cry, " My Dream, my Queen I " 
and crown me with your kiss, 
And I to my kingdom come, my king, my 
mouth to thy mouth ! 

Itla, a frequent name in the Western Highlands, is 
pronounced Isle-&. 
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AN IMMORTAL 



For of mortal love am Immortal majf he sbapen:' 



CHiu> <^«a jnof^^fairlh, tliat yet doth live, 
Where loiterest tlir%n, o tijftg*/ww of onr joy? 
Unsammon'd hence, dost thou, knowing all, forgive? 
Thy rambow-raptiire, doth it never doy ? 
O ezqiunte dream, dear c^Mof.oar desire, 
On mounting wings flitt'st thou a^ur from here? 
We cannot reach thee who dost never tire, — 
Sweet phantom of delight, appear, appear I 
How lovely must thou be, wrought in strange fashion 
From out the very breath and soul of passion . . • 
With eyes as proud as his, my lover, thy sire, 
When seeking through the twilight of my hair 
He finds the secret flame deep hidden there. 
Twin torches suddenly flashing into fire. 



THE VISION 



1 



Of whin and 
I heard feet 
Where no 



Isawa£u:e 

6kx>m fike a 
Na J, as the 
Of a 




HUSHING SONG 

piLT.Kfljr, 
JL-f Mj bonnie n^ j^ 
^"w wind! hloir. 

^^■•wraiHiid 

'And a«v«r an hour 
B«t has lor thee 
»"w<rfthaheaT«n 

^»d green of tha a«a: 
B^ A. hope of thee, 

Mf, Ely. ^ 

<3«J«ifortheJoyafthee, 
My, Kiy, ^ 

Sinng in thy nest, then. 

Here on my heart 
Birdeen, Birdeen, 

Here on my heart, 

Here on my heart I 



MO . LENN A V - A - CHREE 



E 



UT, Efly, Eflj, dear to mc^ dear aad 
sweet, 
^0 dreams I am hearing the sound of joar 

tittle running feet — 
^e sound of yoor lunning feet that fike the 

sea-hoofs beat 
A music by day and night, Eily, on the sands 
of my heart, my Sweet I 

^y, bine i' the eyes» flower-sweet as diOdren 

are. 
And white as the canna that blows with the 

hill-breast wind afar, 
^hose is the Ught in thine eyes — the light 

of a star? — a star 
That sitteth supreme where the stany lights 

of heaven a gplory are 1 

Eily, Eily, Eily, pat off yoor wee hands from 

the heart o' me^ 
It is pain they are making there, iriiere no 

more pain should be : 
For little running feet, an' wee white hands, 

an' croodlin' as of the sea. 
Bring tears to my eyes, Eily, tears, tears, out 

of the heart o' me — 

Mo lennaT-archree, 
Mo lennaT-archree I 



LULLABY 

T KNMAVAN-MO, 

*-# Lennavan-mo, 

Who is it swinging you to and fro. 

And the loving words of the mother's rune ? 

Lennavan-mo, 
X^ennavan-mo, 

Who is it swinging you to and fro ? 
I am thinking it is an angel fair, 
The Angel that looks on the gulf from the lowest stsdr 
^nd swmgs the green world upward by its leagues of 
sunshine hair. 

Lennavan-mo, 

L^nnavan-mo, 

Who swingeth you and the Angel to and fro ? 

It is He whose faintest thought is a world afar, 

It is He whose wish is a leaping seven-moon'd star, 

It is He, Lennavan-mo, 

To whom you and I and all things flow. 

Lennavan-mo, 
Lennavan-mo, 

It is only a little wee lass you are, Eily-mo-chree, 
But as this wee blossom has roots in the depths of the sky 
So you are at one with the Lord of Eternity — 
Bonnie wee lass that you are, 
My morning-star, 
£ily-mo-chree, Lennavan-mo, 
Lennavan-mo. 
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MY BIRDEEN 

OH bonnie birdera. 
Sweet bird of mj heart 
Ten me, my dear (me. 
How shall we part ? 

He calls me, he cries 

Who is hither to thee : 

O birdeen, his eyes 

In these blue eyes I see. 

Thou art wrought of our love. 
Of our joy that was slain : 

My birdeen, my dove. 
My passion, my pain. 



»•»« Of me, dear, 

And '"''^°« child _ 
• • • we apart! 

^i. buter doom. 

« there be Parow' ' 
For fc- ^^Kidise 

^"•^ h'n, and me 

f Who hold it but a rf 

^"'^''-^koud..est„ear. 



«. other ^^J\^ ^e, «id ««»« 



UVWf ' ' 

Piilse of my ^«^ 
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THE ROSE OF FLAME 

OTtt Uix Imwamlate vom of the woild, 
voM of mj draftm, my Rosal 
Bojond the ultimate gates of dream I have 

heard thy mystical call: 
It it iriiere the laiabow of hope snapends 

and the river of ii|itiiie flows — 
And cool sweet dews from the weUs of peace 
forever falL 

And aU my heart Is aflame becaaae of die 

rapture and peace, 
And I dream, in my waking dreams and desp 

in the dreams of sleepy 
Till the hi|^ sweet wondeifU call that shall 

be the call of release 
Shall ring in my ears as I sink horn golf to 

golf and firom deep to deqp — 

Sink deep, sink deep beyond the ultimate 

dreams of aU deidre — 
Beyond the nttermost Umit of all that the 

craving spirit knows : 
Then, then, oh then I shall be as the inner 

flame of thy fire, 
O fair immaculate rose of the world. Rose 

of my Dream, my Rose 1 



THE UNDERSONG 



I 



HEAR the sea-song of the blood in mj heart, 
I hear the sea-song of the blood in mj ears 
And I am far apart. 
And lost in the years. 



Bat when I fie and dream of thai vhicii vas 
Before the first man's shadov flitted on Ae grass, 
I am stricken dumb 
With sense of that to oome. 

Is then this wfldering aeaL-aoag hot a part 

Of the o]d song of the m jsterj of the jears — 

Or only the echo of the tired heart 

And of tears? 
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THE LONELY HUNTER 



GREBN branches, green branches, I see 
you beckon ; I follow I 
Sweet is the place you guard, there in the 

rowan-tree hollow. 
There he lies in the darkness, under the frail 

white flowers, 
Heedless at last, in the silence, of these 
sweet midsummer hours. 

But sweeter, it may be, the moss whereon he 

is sleeping now, 
And sweeter the fragrant flowers that may 

crown his moon-white brow : 
And sweeter the shady place deep in an 

Eden hollow 
Wherein he dreams I am with him — and, 

dreaming, whispers, ** Follow 1 " 

Green wind from the green-gold branches, 

what is the song you bring ? 
"What are all songs for me, now, who no 

more care to sing ? 
Deep in ^^® heart of Summer, sweet is life 

to me still, 
Bat my heart is a lonely hunter that hunts 
on a lonely hill. 




Green 




yoang. 
Here I stand and I 

treeliollov, 
Bvt nerer a 

oh. Follow, Folovl 



never a 

green-gold 
never a eoog I 

wont toang. 
Here in the lieait of frnmnuw, wmmn ii Efe to 

me still. 
But my heart is a loacif 

ona londjhil. 
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THE WHITE PEACE 



I 



T Iti not on tiM iwilt 
Nor on tiM tonBt pUn: 
Nof ovw on on^ maini^Mnui 
Nor on the madonded wubk — 



Bnt KMBOtfaMib tiuoQi^ the Sool of 
Skm moviaf 0%* Us paint 

Floods hioit end bnis* 



FROM THE 
HILLS OF DREAM 




FROM THE HILLS OF DREAM 

ACROSS the silent stream 
Where the slumber-shadows go, 
From the dim bine Hills of Dream 
I haTe heard the west wind blow. 

Who hath seen that fragrant land, 
Who hath seen that unscanned west ? 

Only the listless hand 
And the nnpolsing breast 

But when the west wind blows 

I see moon-lances gleam 
Where the Host of Faerie flows 

Athwart the Hills of Dream. 

And a strange song I have heard 

By a shadowy stream, 
And the singing of a snow-white bird 

On the Hills of Dream. 



-T»rr«: 



Wi 
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LITTLE CHILDREN OF THE WIND 

1HXAR the little children of the wind 
Ciying solitary in lonely places : 
I haTe not seen their faces 
But I have seen the leaves eddying behind, 
The little tremulous leaves of the wind. 



tnUONG SlAV 



■ 



Gtwt wf Ay ndk W ha vbo calls 
Aaam ibe low graot bOIa of Heavca 
And iCiiiMimwil ■«& of Paradise 1 

AdOM the hw pecn toBs «f HeaTeA 
Ho« B^aet le hiaT Ae wDuiig call, 
"ne ^akHg ol ■' the meads of Hearent. | 

SlToiBcool the meads of Paiadise, 
AooM the low green bills of Hesvea. 

Ot« ^ tkjr milk to ba who call% 
Sweet vooccd andd the Stany Seven, 
C9t« ^ thy vHk to bet wbo calbl 



THE KYE-SONG OF ST. BRIDE 

OswKET St Bride of the 
Yellow, yellow hair : 
Paul said, and Peter said, 
And all the saints alive or dead 
Vowed she had the sweetest head, 
Bonnie, sweet St. Bride of the 
Yellow, yellow hair. 

White may my milking be. 

White as thee : 
Thy face b white, thy neck is white. 
Thy hands are white, thy feet are white. 
For thy sweet sonl is shining bright — 

O dear to me, 

O dear to see 

St Bridget white I 

Yellow may my batter be. 

Firm, and round : 
Thy breasts are sweet, 
Firm, round and sweet, 
So may my batter be: 
So may my batter be O 

Bridget sweet ! 

Safe thy way is, safe, O 

Safe, St Bride : 
Kay my kye come home at even. 
None be fallin', none be leavin', 
Dosky even, breath-sweet even. 



Here, as there, where O 

St Bride thoa 
Keepeet tryst with God in heav*!!, 
Seest the angels bow 
And souls be shriven — 
Here, as there, 'tis breath-sweet even 

Far and wide — 
Singeth thy little maid 
Safe in thy shade 

Bridget, Bride I 



ST. BRIDE'S LULLABY 

OH, Baby Christ, so dear to me, 
Sang Bridget Bride : 
How sweet thoa art, 
My baby dear, 
Heart of my heart I 

Heavy her body was with thee, 
Mary, beloved of One in Three, 

Sang Bridget Bride — 
Mary, who bore thee, little lad : 
Bat light her heart was, light and glad 
With God's love dad. 

Sit on my knee. 

Sang Bridget Bride : 
Sit here 
O Baby dear, 

Close to my heart, my heart : 
For I thy foster-mother am, 
My helpless lamb ! 
O have no fear, 

Sang good St. Bride. 

None, none, 
No fear have I : 
So let me ding 
Close to thy side 
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While thou dost sing, 
O Bridget Bride I 

My Lord, my Prince, I sing: 
My Baby dear, my King I 
Sang Bridget Bride. 



60 



WHEN THE DEW IS FALLING 

WHEN the dew is falling 
I have heard a calling 
Of aerial sweet voices o*er the low green hill ; 
And when the noon is dying 
I have heard a crying 

Where the brown bum slippeth thro' the hollows green 
and stiU. 

And O the sorrow upon me, 

The grey grief upon me, 

For a voice that whispered once, and now for aye is 

still: 
O heart forsaken, calling 
When the dew is falling, 
To the one that comes not ever o'er the low green hill. 
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OCATION OF PEACE 



Piig f WB» m mlt'i^tt tamm to jp««; 
DMp pMMk » q^M lite to jM ; 
Dwp p«c« M dAtat "**• to jM I 
DMp f«M« nd wlad <f lAa «■! faoa JOB { 
Da^ pMC^ grar wlad <( 6m «wt tD jott i 
DMp pMe% diA «taitf d A* WNtk fam jM ; 
DMp pMMk Um iriad <)< dM aoBtt to 7o« I 
DMp pMO^ pa* rad of ik« Cana to 71M ; 
Da«p p«M«i pare wUte of thB BMMMi to jom ; 
DeeppMC*, paregraen of the gms to yon; 
De«p peace, pnre brown of the eaith to yoni 
Deep peace, pure gre; of the dew to yon. 
Deep peace, pare btite of the sk; to you 1 
Deep peace ot the mmung vare to yon. 
Deep peace of the flowing air to yon. 
Deep peace of the qniet earth to yon. 
Deep peace of the ileeidng stones to yon 1 
De^ peace of the Yellow Shepherd to yon, 
Deep peace of the Wandering Shepherdess to 
Deep peace of the Flock of Stars to yon. 
Deep peace from the Son of Peace to yon. 
Deep peace from the heart of Mary to yon. 
From Bridget of the Mantle 
Deep peace, deep peace I 



d lAih the kindness too of the Hanghty Father, 

acel 

1 the name of the Three who are One, 

nd by the wUl of the King of the Elements, 

'eacel Peace 1 
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IN THE SILENCES OF THE WOODS 

IN the sflences of the woods 
I have heard all day and all night 
The moving mnltitades 
Of the Wind in flight 
He is named Myriad : 
And I am sad 
Often, and often I am glad. 
Bat oftener I am white 
With fear of the dim broods 
That are his multitudes. 
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MATER CONSOLATRIX 

Hkakt's Jo; molt fade . . . thongh it bom 
Hekven's sunn far iu clay : 
Bnt the Jo; thtit ia one mth Soirow 

Tread* an immortal wa; : 
Pot each, is born To-Morrow. 
For eacii, is Yesterday. 

Joy, that is cbthed with shadow, 

Shall arise from the dead. 
Bat Joy that is clothed with the rainbow 

Shalt with the bow be sped : . . . 
Where the Snn spends his fires is she. 

And where the Stais are led. 
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THE SOUL'S ARMAGEDDON 



O Wind, thatcaJls afar: 

Wind Ihat calls for war, 
Where the Death-Moon doth glow ' 
In a darkness without star. 

Nor do I know the blate 
Of the bugles that call : 
Nor who rise, nor who fall ; 
Not if the torches Bare 
Where the gods laugh, or cranl. 

Bat I hear, I beat the hum, 
The multitudinous cr)'. 
Where myriads fly, 
And I bav a voice My, Come: 
And the Mune Tolce sey, IHet 

What Is the war, O Wind? 
Lo, wkhovt ahidd or spea^ 
How cui I draw near t 

1 am deaf and dnmb and blind 
With InimBBsnrable fear. 



CANTILENA MUNDI 



w 



'hers rainbows rise through sonseC rains 
By shores forlorn of isles foigot, 
A solitary Voice complains 

*The World is here, the World is not' 



The Voice the wind is, or the sea. 
Or spirit of the sundown West : 

Or is it but a breath set free 

From off the Islands of the Blest ? 

It may be : bat I turn my face 

To that which still I hold so dear: 

And k), the voices of the days — 

*The World is not, the World is here.' 

Tis the same end whichever way, 
And either way is soon forgot : 

'The World is all m all, To^lay : 
To-morrow all the World is not' 
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THE HILLS OF RUEL 



"O" 



'\7KK the hois and far ttwajr" — 
Thftt U the tone I heard one 
n heather-dioway I laj and litteni 
And wsilched where the stealthy sea-t» 

Reside me there on the HUls of Rnel 
An old man stooped and gathered fad 
And I asked him this : if bis son were 
As the folk in Glendarael all said, 
How could he still believe that itever 
Duncan had crossed the shadowy rive 

Forth fTom his breast the old mtut dre 
A iuie that Mice on a rowan-tree grew 
And, spealcing no words, began to |da] 
" Over the hills and far away." 

'■ Bnt how do yon know," I said, there 
" That Duncan has heard the faiiy Ian 
Hon" do yoa know he has followed thi 
Honey-sweet folk of the Hills of Rael 

"How do Iknow?" the old man said, 
" Sure I know well my boy 's not dead 
Tor lats on the morrow they hid him, 
'Whete the black earth moistens his yi 
I saw him alow on the moor dose by, 
I wiilched him low on the hillside He, 
An' I heard him laughin' wild up then 
An' talk, talk, talkin" beneath his hair 




'Over the hais 
That is the tone I hcaxd oae daj. 
that I too BBg^ hear the asd 
Honey-sweet folk of the HHk of RmL 



THE BUGLES OF DREAMLAND 

SWIFTLY the dews of the gloaming are falling : 
Faintly the bugles of Dreamland are calling. 
O hearken, my darling, the elf -Antes are blowing 
The shining-eyed folk from the hillside are flowing, 
I' the moonshine the wild-apple blossoms are 

snowing, 
And loader and lender where the white dews are 

falling 
The far-away bugles of Dreamland are calling. 

O what are the bugles of Dreamland calling 
There where the dews of the gloaming are falling ? 
Come away from the weary old world of tears. 
Come away, come away to where one never hears 
The slow weary drip of the slow weary years, 
But peace and deep rest till the white dews are 

falling 
And the blithe bugle-laughters through Dreamland 
are calling. 

Then bugle for us, where the cool dews are falling, 
O bugle for us, wild elf-flutes now calling — 

For Heart's-love and I are too weary to wait 
For the dim drowsy whisper that cometh too late, 
The dim muflled whisper of blind empty fate — 
O the world's well lost now the dream-dews are 

falling. 
And the bugles of Dreamland about us are calling. 
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DALUAi 

IHAVK heard you calling, Dalua, 
Daloa! 
I have heard you on the hill. 
By the pool-side still. 
Where the lapwings shrill 

Dalua . . . dcUua . . . daiua! 

What is it yon call, Dalua, 

Daloa? 
When the rains fall. 
When the mists crawl 
And the curlews call 

Dalua . . . dalua . . . dalua! 

lam the Fool, Dalua, 

Dalua! 
When men hear me, their eyes 
Darken : the shadow in the skies 
Droops : and the keening-woman cries 

Dalua . . . Dalua . . . Dalua 1 



I Daliia^ one of the naunes of a mysterious being 
b the Celtic mythology, the Fairy FooL 
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THE LORDS OF SHADOW 

WHSRS the water whispers mid the 
shadowy rowan-trees 
I have heard the Hidden People like the 

ham of swarming bees : 
And when the moon has risen and the brown 

bom glisters grey 
I have seen the Green Host marching in 
laughing disarray. 

Daloa then most sore have blown a sudden 

magic air 
Or with the mystic dew have sealed my eyes 

from seeing fair : 
For the great Lords of Shadow who tread 

the deeps of night 
Are no frail puny folk who move in dread of 

mortal sight. 

For sure Dalua laughed alow, Dalua the 

fairy Fool, 
When with his wildfire eyes he saw me 

*neath the rowan-shadowed pool : 
His touch can make the chords of life a 

bitter jangling tune, 
The false glows true, the true glows false, 

beneath his moontide rune. 



The laughter of the Hidden Host is terrible 

to hear, 
The Hounds of Death woold harry me at 

lifting ol a spear: 
Bifayhap Daloa made for me the ham of 

swarming bees 
And sealed my eyes with dew beneath the 

shadowy rowan-trees. 
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MORAG OF THE GLEN 

WHEN Morag of the Glen was fey 
They took her where the Green Folk stray: 
And there they left her, night and day, 
A day and night they left her, fey. 

And when they brought her home again, 
Aye of the Green Folk was she fain : 
They brought her leannan, Roy M'Lean, 
She looked at him with proud disdain. 

For I have killed a man, she said, 
A better man than you to wed : 
I slew him when he clasped my head. 
And now he sleepeth with the dead. 

And did you see that little wren ? 
My sister dear it was flew, then I 
That skull her home, that eye her den. 
Her song is, Morag o* the Glen ! 

For when she went I did not go, 
But washed my hands in blood-red woe : 
O wren, trill out your sweet song's flow, 
Morag is white as the driven snow I 
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THE MOOK-CHIIJ> 

LTTTLZ IciBCiT C&flicf 



A 



God madeBeastaic 
That has no goaL 



A seal rajfatber 

My modier lored }dm tba^ 
'Neath iKMial 



He took a ware and dMummid 

She took a wave aad ofced 
And I was bom where shadows are 

In sea-depths ifim. 

AH thioo^ die smm J blue-sweet hoois 

I swim and ^Bde m waten green: 
Never by day die moomfal shores 

By 



Bat when the gloom is on the wave 
A shell onto the shore I bring: 

And then upon die rocks I sit 
And plaintiTe sing. 

I have no playmate bat the tide 

The seaweed loves with dark brown eyes: 
The night-waves have the stars for play, 

For me bat sighs. 
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THE RUNE OF THE FOUR WINDS 



By the i^alniiig and moaniiig 
Of the Sigh or the Rainbowa: 

By the four white winds of the worid. 
Whose father the golden Sun is, 
Whose mother the wheeling Hoon ia, 
The North and the Sonlh and the East mat 
By the foni good winds of the woild. 
That Man knoweth. 
That One dreadeth. 
That God blesselh — 

Be all weU 

On iDouatain and moorla 
On loch-face and lochan an 

On shore and shallow an 



By the V<nce of die UcXkm 
Fhat sun hath not seen yet : 

By the three dark winds oi the world ; 
The chill dull breath of the GraTe, 
The breath from the depths of the Sea, 
The breath of To-morrow : 
By the white and dark winds of the worid. 
The foor and the three that are seyen. 
That Man knoweth, 
That One dreadeth. 
That God blesseth — 

Bean wen 

On mountain and moorland and lea, 
On loch-face and lochan and river. 

On shore and shallow and seal 
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NAOX MIANNAIK 



AA**rr ^^_^w^/"^^^- •• -*■ /■../'■ -irfiC: 



*: • . ... • T u im 



Ifiswi aiiMMit alt. ' "".-'k' 



■ » ■ I/.- > . ■■ . I,- 



NINE DESIRES 

THE desire of the fairy women, dew : 
The desire of the fairy host, wind : 
The desire of the raven, blood : 
The desire of the snipe, the wilderness : 
The desire of the seamew, the lawns of the sea : 
The desire of the poet, the soft low music of the Tribe 

of Ahe Green Mantles : 
The desire of man, the love of woman : 
The desire of women, the little clan : 
The desire of the soul, wisdom. 
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FOAM OF THE PAST 




THRENODIU AND SONGS 
CHANTS AND DIRGES 



TO W. B. YEATS 

IN a small book in a greater, ** The Little 
Book of the Great Enchantment'* in 
TA^ Bock of White Magic {or Wisdom) , . . 
the **Leabhrau Mhor Gheasadaireachd '* to 
give the Gaelic name ... it is said : ** When 
you have a memory out of darkness, tell to 
a seer, to a poet, and to a friend, that which 
yon remember: and if the seer say, I see 
it — and if the poet say, I hear it — and if 
the friend say, I believe it: then know of 
a surety that your remembrance is a true 
remembrance." But if our ancestral memo- 
ries, or memories of the imagination, or 
reveries of the imagining mind wandering 
in a world publicly foregone yet inwardly 
actual, could become authentic only by a 
test such as this, then I fear they would 
indeed be apparent as mere foam, the froth 
of dream. For where is he who is at once 
seer and poet and friend ? Well, you have 
the great desire, which is the threshold of 
vision, and vision itself you have, which is 
the white enchantment: your words that 
you compel to a new and subtle music, and 
the unknown airs in your mind that shepherd 
those words into the green glens of your 
imagination, would reveal you as the poet, 
though not one of your fellows acclaimed 
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TO W. B. YEATS 

you, or none offered you the mistletoe boagh 
with its old symbolism of wisdom and song: 
and, finally, I think I may call you friend, 
for we go one way, the dearer that it is 
narrow and little trod and leads by the whis- 
pering sedge and the wilderness, and meet 
sometimes on that way, and know that we 
seek the same Graal, and shall come upon 
it, beyond that fathomless hollow of green 
water that lies in the West as our poets say, 
the ** Pool " whose breath is Silence and over 
which hangs a bow of red flame whitening 
to its moonwhite core. 

So you, perhaps, may say of some of these 
lines in *«From the Hills of Dream" and 
« Foam of the Past ** that they come famil- 
iarly to you in other than the sense of mere 
acquaintance. I think you too have known 
the dew which falls when Dalua whispers 
under the shadowy rowan-trees, and have 
heard the laughter of the Hidden Host, 
and known, . . . not the fairie folk of later 
legend, . . . but the perilous passage of the 
great Lords of Shadow who ' tread the deeps 
of night.* You, too, perhaps, hare feared 
The White Hound and the Red Shepherd: 
and have known that weariness, too old and 
deep for words, of which the aged Gaelic 
woman of the Island of Tiree had dim 
knowledge when she sang 
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TO W. B. TKATS 



h n lit grtp rack I Mm* 
Amd tit ffr^ rmm amtbm 
his tit gr*:^ 



Yoa hare heard The Rome a£ cfae Wmda. 
the bknriai^ of tbe four wfiits wbadmvad. cfae 
three dark winds : pcriiaps, if jrai faove nac 
seen, or heard* mj lirrie XoGOrQiilcL jqq 
remember her from. lonf a^a* and her lonelir 
neae when she sang 



IhmfemoptajnmaUhKtAttkb 


Tie sstmttd iacts •xiH dark hramm 


The mgH-^aces knt tit stars far pL»p, 


Formtfmt sigis. 



For an poctrj is in a sense ncmorj: all art^ 
indeed. Is a mnemonic ffOhmng ct the 
imtameiable and lost into the food and 
ttidqoe. I am wmn that joo, toor have leen 
the rinng of the Ciimson MboOr and hare 
walked secietlj with Bfidir of the Dew 
and moon-crown'd 'Bripd sad wa^e-footed 
Bttnan. For yon also the long waj that 
seems brief and the short waj that seems 
long, who can say with IXdna (in TIU 
ImwMrtal Hour) 

And if I trtad tit kmg, amtimmoms tta^ 
IVHhin a narrow rammd, mot tUtdumg it lomg, 
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And f art a singU bcur thinking il manydays. 
I am not first or last of tba Immortal CIhh, 
For roioBi the long 'xofs of the aorld an briif 
And Ibt short iPiii's btnvy wiib uiumagitifd tiim. 

So that to you, for one, these poems, how 
ever nide in form tliey may somelicaes be, 
Tiilt come wilh that remembrance of the 
Imaginadon which ia the incalculable air of 
the olherworld of poetry. As yon know, 
mast of them have their place in tales of 
mine coloured with the colour of a last day 
and of a. beauty that is legend : and mosi 
Buffer by severance from Iheir context, as 
pluclcl pine-branches lose, if not their native 
savour, at least (be light and gloom of ih^i 
forest-company and the smooth hand of thE 
wind. The sound and colour of a barbarons 
day may well vanish in these broken recaJl- 
■□£ strains ... at their best dimly caught 
eTen when,foT UMiipla, 'The DmA Dane*' 
be lead tn it* dn^ ^ace in « The Lui|^ 
of the Qaeen," apvt from lAich il b 
peih^N Ulra an air bom a thoaaand yean 
R^ on a Gadic miDBtrel't daraach ud 
played anow to-day with curiona artifice on > 
many-noted instrument. One or two at leut 
of these threnodies and chants will have for 
yon the fandliar cadence of thoi^ht as ndl 
as of the tall of words, for tli^ are but 
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X> 'W. B. YKATS 

idaptadons of what long ago were chanted 

nide harps made of applewood and yew. 
rhe songs of the Swan-Children of Lir have 
t>een sung by many poets : Deirdre's Lament 
3n leaving Scotland, as she and Nathos 
(Naois) crossed the Irish Sea, has been a 
munc in every generation of the Gael : and 

1 do no more than remember, and repeat, 
with an accent of atmosphere or thought or 
words, which, perhaps, just reveals the differ- 
ence between paraphrase and metaphrase. 
like Deirdre, we, too, look often yearningly 
to a land from which we are exiled in time, 
bat inhabit in dream and longing, saying 
with her 

GUn of the Roesy Glen of the Roes, 
h thu I have dreamed to the full my happy 
dream: 

that where the shallow bickering Ruel flows 

1 might hear again, o*er its flashing gleam. 
The cuckoos calling fy the murmuring stream, 

F. M. 
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WHTTE-HAXDS 



o 



0,if 
A 

She 
O, 

WkUe Hmmds 



White 



dbehcvtcf 

! 



White 

white handi are jong aad 
O, a swoid for Be, O Hooef-Movti^ aad a 

I 
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O wild sweet eyesl O glad wild eyes! O 

moath, how sweet it is I 
O, come to me, Honey-Mouth I bend to me, 

Honey-Month 1 give me thy kiss I 



> 



T C BEAUTY 

'KXMM, are th j wlute baadi^ Heart o^ 

Heart o'Beaatr! 

re as white foaaii on die a«cp( foadi^ 

Heart o' Bcaatj! 

re as white swans i' the dodk, tfcj while 

wans in flight over shadowy lands. 

Heart cy^Bcaa^: 

gain thy white hands. Heart o^ Beaaty, 

Heart o'Beaaty! 

the white waves on the yeikyw aaads» 

Heart o' Beaoty ! 

rill hearken now to these ■ iii% waadi^ 

magic wands of thy white hands. 

Heart o'Bcaftfl 



he white dawn till the grey diafc. 

Heart o* Bfunij \ 

the unseen waves of onseen strands^ 

Hearto'Beaotyl 

16 son rise and set over shadowy lands, 

er, never, never thy white hands, thy white hands. 

Heart o* Beauty I 



ooHA owrm daek kybs and 

THE CRYHIG C9 wiwd * 



I 



S41PS liVid ftor i» Hm dtai woodt : 
Aad I luivf kaowa tonrowttBd giifl^ 
And liui iKAlcalililt 9inB 
Tlun iMHUt Um tottlndit* 
Wktra aov art ^ wdHtodM 
OftiMFiiidolSpMit? 
OldtaMs 

FSdl inoa tilMa at nlaf 
TlMlr 9jm ate qiiil aadar tiia txowa leal 



X liava aaaft l^ dtad» jaaaamioai t 

I too 4udl Bt diat» 

And tfioat Congtlt Omni too tlMlt Ha 

StfllaadvUta 

Undir tiia ttany dqr> . 

And iiM no noia to any FMd of S^ean, 

Bat, under the brown leai. 

Remember grief 

And the old, salt, bitter tears. 

And I have-heard the crying of wind. 
It is the crying that is in my heart : 
Oona of the Dark Eyes, Oona of the Dark 
Oona, Oona, Oona, Heart of my Heart I 
But there is only crying of wind 
Through the silences of the sky. 
Dews that fall and rise, 



And the 
Fortbeo&d 
And the old 
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THE LAMENT OF IAN THE PROUD 

WHAT 18 this crying that I hear in the wind? 
Is it the old sorrow and the old grief? 
Or is it a new thing coming, a whirling leaf 
About the grey hair of me who am weary and blind 
I know not what it is, bat on the moor above the sb 
There is a stone which the parple nets of the heal 

bind, 
And thereon is writ : She will return no more, 
O blown whirling leaf, 
And the old grief, 
And wind coring to me who am old and blind I 



THE MONODY OF ISLA THE SINGER 
** Like Bells on the wind . . /' 

Is it time to let the Hour rise and go forth as a hound 
loosed from the battle-cars ? 
Is it time to let the Hour go forth, as the White Hound 

with the eyes of flame ? 
For if it be not time I would have this hour that is left 

to me under the stars 
Wherein I may dream my dream again, and at the last 
whisper one name. 

It is the name of one who was more fair than youth to 

the old, than life to the young : 
She was more fair than the first love of Angus the 

Beautiful, and though I were blind 
And deaf for a hundred ages I would see her, more 

fair than any poet has sung, 
And hear her voice like mournful bells crying on the 

vrind. 
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THE END OF AODH- OF- THE -SONGS 

THE swift years slip and slide adown the steep; 
The slow years pass ; neither will come again. 
Yon huddled years have weary eyes that weep, 
These langh, these moan, these silent frown, these plain, 
These have their lips cnrl'd up with proud disdain. 

years with tears, and tears through weary years, 
How weary I who in your arms have lain : 

Now, I am tired : the sound of slipping spears 

Moves soft, and tears fall in a bloody rain. 

And the chill footless years go over me who am slain. 

1 hear, as in a wood, dim with old light, the rain, 
Slow falling; old, old, weary, human tears : 

And in the deepening dark my comfort is mj Pain, 
Sole comfort left of all my hopes and fears. 
Pain that alone survives, gaunt hound of the shadowy 
years. 



THE LOTE-CHAyr CW CC9M^C 
CONUKOAS 



OJMt^ Oiae. vnanm of ike vlntt 
Woana cf tfe foidBn kuL, and Bps of 



dime, Oai. 



Or 



It is die Bamnr ni sy boMes ^at 



It is die blood m wkj body tkMt is a bitter 
wild tide, CKflK ! 

Ofi, OInaB, O^ artae 1 



Is it the heart of diee calfiiig that I am 

hearing, Eilidh, 
Or the wind in die wood, or the ^fiting of 

the sea, Eilidh, 

Or the beating of the sea? 



I Eilidh is pronouaoed Efly. 
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THE WASHER OF THE FORD 

THSRB is a lonely stream afar in a lone 
dim land: 
It hath white dnst for shore it has, white 

bones bestrew the strand : 
The only thing that liveth there is a naked 

leaping sword ; 
Bat I, who a seer am, have seen the whirling 
hand 

Of the Washer of the Ford. 

A shadowy shape of clond and mist, of gloom 

and dask, she stands, 

The Washer of the Ford: 
She laughs, at times, and strews the dost 

through the hollow of her hands. 
She counts the sins of all men there, and 

sla3r8 the red-stained horde — 
The ghosts of all the sins of men must know 

the whirling sword 

Of the Washer of the Ford 

She stoops and laughs when in the dust she 

sees a writhing limb : 
"Go back into the ford," she says, "and 

hither and thither swim ; 
Then I shall wash you white as snow, and 

shall take yon by the hand. 



And slay you here in the s! 

my whirling brand. 
And trample you bio the du 

windless sand" 

■ This is the laughing 

-■m Of [he Washer of the Ford 

H Along thai sitent strand. 



rd 
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THE DEATH- DIRGE FOR CATHAL 

OUT of the wild hills I am heaiing a 
voice, O Cathal I 
And I am thinking it is the voice of a 

bleeding sword. 
Whose is that sword ? I know it well : it is 

the sword of the Slayer — 
Him that is called Death, and the song that 
it sings I know : — 

where is Cathal mac Art, the white cup 

for the thirst of my lips ? 

Oat of the cold greyness of the sea I am 
hearing, O Cathal, 

1 am hearing a wave-muffled voice, as of one 

who drowns in the depths : 
Whose is that voice? I know it well: it is 

the voice of the Shadow — 
Her that is called the Grave, and the song 

that she sings I know : — 

where is Cathal mac Art, that has warmth 

for the chill that I have ? 

Oat of the hot greenness of the wood I am 
hearing, O Cathal, 

1 am hearing a rustling step, as of one 

stumbling blind. 
Whose is that rustling step ? I know it well : 
the rustling walk of the Blind One — 



loi 



She that is called SUence, and the song that 

she smgs I know: — 
O where is Cathal mac Art, that has tears to 

water my stillness ? 
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THE MOON -SONG OF CATHAL 

0TKL.LOW lamp of loQa that is having a 
cold pale flame there, 
Pnt thy honey-sheen upon me who am dose- 

cavemed with Death : 
Sure it is little I see now who have seen too 
much and too little : 

moon, thy breast is softer and whiter than 

hers who bumeth the day. 

Put thy white light on the grave where the 

dead man my father is. 

And waken him, waken him, wake I 
And put thy soft shining on the breast of the 

woman my mother, 
So that she stir in her sleep and say to the 

viking beside her, 
** Take up thy sword, and let it lap blood, for 

it thirsts with long thirst." 

And O loua, be as the sea-calm upon the 
hot heart of Ardanna, the g^l : 

Tell her that Cathal loves her, and that 
memory is sweeter than life. 

1 hear her heart beating here in the dark and 

the silence. 
And it is not lonely I am, because of that, 
and remembrance. 
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O yellow Same of Tooa, Be a S{3]RnB iaVfooA 

out of the heart of Ecta, 
So t he fall dead, inglorioDE, slain from 

in, as a gieybeard; 
And t a tiie in the brain of MoUoa, so 

t he Ehall go moonstruck, 

And men will jeer at him, and he wUI die at 

the lasi, idly laughing I 

Forlo, I worship thee, loua; and if thou canst 

give my message to Neis, — 
Neis the helot oat of londu, Neis of lona, 

bondman to Colum, — 
Tell him I hail thee as 1 .ndia, as god-queen 

and mighty, 
And that he had the wi; im and I was a fooi 

with trickling ears moES, 

Bui Eiant me this, O gi less, a bitter moon- 
drinking foi CoIdd. - 

May he have the moonsoiig in his brain, and 
in his heart the moonftie : 

Flame talce Um to heart of flamo, and may 
he wane as wax at the fomace, 

And his sonl drown in tears, and his body be 
a noEhingnsM upon the sanda 1 



THE SUN -CHANT OF CATHAL 

OHOT yellow fire that streams out of the 
sky, sword-white and golden, 
Be a flame upon the monks that are prajring 

in their cells in lona I 
Be a fire in the veins of Colnm, and the hell 

that he preacheth be his, 
And be a torch to the men of Lochlin that 
they discover the isle and consume it I 

For I see this thing, that the old gods are 

the gods that die not : 
All else is a seeming, a dream, a madness, a 

tide ever ebbing. 
Glory to thee, O Grian, lord of life, first of 

the gods, AUfather, 
Swords and spears are thy beams, thy breath 

a fire that consnmeth I 

And upon this isle of A-rinn send sorrow 

and death and disaster. 
Upon one and all save Ardanna, who gave 

me her bosom, 
Upon one and all send death, the cnrse of a 

death slow and swordless. 
From Molios of the Cave to M(irta and 

Diarmid my doomsmen I 



THE SONG OF FIONULA 
(Ftam «* T^i Smm-CbOArm ofUr:') 

HAPFY <mr father lir afar, 
"Mth mead, and songs of love and m 
The salt biine, and the white foam. 
With these his children have their home. 

In the sweet days of long ago 
Soft^lad ire wandered to and fro : 
Bat now cold winds of dawn and ni^^t 
Pierce deep our feathers thin and H^^t. 

The hasd mead in caps of gold 
We feasted from in dajfs of old : 
The sea-weed now oar food, oar wine 
The salt, keen, bitter, barren brine. 

On soft warm coaches once we pressed : 
VThite harpers lalled as to oar rest : 
Our beds are now where the sea raves, 
Oar lallaby the clash of waves. 

Alas 1 the fair sweet days are gone 
When love was oars from dawn to dawn : 
Our sole companion now is pain, 
Through frost and snow, through storm and 

Beneath my wings my brothers lie 
When the fierce Ice-winds hurtle by : 
On either side and 'neath my breast 
lir's sons have known no other rest. 



Ah, kisses we shall m> 
Ah, love so dear ezcliaiiged for 
AH that is sweet for ns is o*er. 
Homeless we aze from shore to shore. 
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THE caktirolf AkixJur iMc >tcT 



OOMj 
It 






OOllDif IHMlflMnklKll Ouiity 

Asd I am gjM iMi ^bs |^Mbiiii» 



ThiMii^ y« dil bin IHa — 
AadlMf aottODiiai 
Bmtctrjr^fwHiill 

For il It on* liitb lor naa» 
A»d OBOfor tho IMig nmMi 
Aad ao niii it viior tlMasi wmo^bw — 
And aiono knowodi omcli. 

NoiM hmom^k » bottor tldag Hmhi ^is: 
Tlio Svofd, hoiff Soo|^ Honesr, Sleep. 
None knowedi a sorer tiling than tliis : 
Birth, Sorrow, Pain, Weariness, Death. 

Sure, peace is a good thing ; 
Let QS be glad of peace : 
We are not men of the Sword, 
But of the Rune and the Wisdom. 

I have learned a truth of Colnm, 
He hath learned of me : 
All ye on the morrow shall see 
A wonder of the wonders. 



known obIt cd 
>, I tdl joa the 

lat are 



Bten to the Birds of 
tej shall tell joa a 
is Peace joa wiD be 
iththeBiids. 



great Joy: 



THE SONG OF DEIRDRE 

lonmhuin Hr^ an ttr ud shoir — 
Alba go na k'-iongantaibh ; 
Nocha ttiocfainn aiste ale, 
Muna ttagainn le Naaise, 

O WOODS of Oona, I can hear the singing 
Of the west wind among the branches green 
And the leaping and laughing of cool waters springing, 
And my heart aches for all that has been, 
For all that has been, my Home, all that has been I 

Glenmassan 1 O Glenmassan 1 

High the sorrel there, and the sweet fragrant grasses: 

It would be well if I were listening now to where 

In Glenmassan the sun shines and the cool west wind 

passes, 
Glenmassan of the grasses 1 

Loch Etive, O fair Loch Etive, that was my first home, 
I think of thee now when on the grey-green sea — 
And beneath the mist in my eyes and the fiymg foam 
I look back wearily, 
I look back wearily to thee I 

Glen Orchy, O Glen Orchy, fair sweet glen, 
Was ever I more happy than in thy shade ? 
Was not Nathos there the happiest of men ? 
O may thy beauty never fade, 
Most fair and sweet and beautiful glade. 



no 



THE DEATH SHADOW 

OH, death of Fergus, that is lying in the 
boat here, 
Betwixt the man of the red hair and him 
of the black beard. 
Rise now, and out of thy cold white eyes 
take out the fear, 
And let Fergus mac Art mhic Fheargus 
see his weird I 

Sure, now, it 's a blind man I am, but I 'm 
thinking I see 
The shadow of you crawling across the 
dead. 
Soon you will twine your arm around his 
shaking knee. 
And be whispering your silence into his 
listless head. 



I] 



THE MEDITATION OF COLUM 
Before the Miracle of the Fishes and the Flies, 



PRAISE be to God, and a blessing too at 
that, and a blessing I 
For Colum the White, Colum the Dove, 

hath worshipped ; 
Yea he hath worshipped and made of a 

desert a garden, 
And out of the dung of men's souls hath 
made a sweet savour of burning. 

II 

A savour of burning, most sweet, a fire for 
the altar. 

This he hath made in the desert ; the hell- 
saved all gladden. 

Sure he hath put his benison, too, on milch- 
cow and bullock. 

On the fowls of the air, and the man-eyed 
seals, and the otter. 

Ill 

But where in his Dftn in the great blue 

mainland of Heaven 
God the AUfather broodeth, where the 

harpers are harping His glory ; 
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There where He sitteth, where a river of ale 

poureth ever, 
His great sword broken. His spear in the 

dost. He broodeth. 

IV 

And this is the thought that moves in His 

brain, as a cloud filled with thunder 
Moves throu^ the vast hollow sky filled 

with the dust of the stars : 
What boots it the glory of Colum, since he 

maketh a Sabbath to bless me 
And hath no thought of my sons in the deeps 

of the air and the sea ? 
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THE LAMENTATIOX OF RALTA 
THE MOXK 



B 



I ALVA the old monk I am caled: iriien 
I was joim^ BaKa Hooejmoatk. 
That was b^bre Cohim the While caiM to 

lona in the West. 
She whom I loved was a wnmia whom I 

won oat of the Sooth, 
And I had a good heaven with mj I^ on 

hers and with breast to bieast. 

Balva the old monk I am called : were it 

not for the fear 
That the Sod! of Cofaun the White wovld 

meet mj sool in the Narrows 
That sever the living and dead, I woold rise 

np from here 
And go back to where men praj with spears 

and arrows. 

Balva the old monk I am called : ugh I ogfa I 
the cold bell of the matins — 'tis dawn I 

Sure if s a dream I have had that I was in a 
warm wood with the son ashine, 

And that against me in the pleasant green- 
ness was a soft fawn. 

And a voice that whispered < Balva Honey- 
month, drink, I am thy wine I ' 



THS hkn NIGHT OF ARTAn THE 
CUIJOXE 



I 



T li iMt * TM% tttif to alt ken la tiit 
Ann and Uw darlc t 
Vor I nmmAm ihm WMJng soon iHmb I 

anrOoMtiMWUtei 
I iMMHtar Hm d^r yiAam w MdM dui 

And I naitir lAm Ootm% ^ 



Sci It to a flttltf lid% to rii ii«% Imiiii 

Mmglbt^ ititaf noii^t s 
WiMtt ^# dam biMlci tbay ndH hmrjrai 

iMiM to Um atifii^diig gmvtt s 
ItivttWq«lM«k«r%if It bt tmrn nlmi die 

food Cofaun Im umglit, 
And I shell heer Gonads voice as a deeping 

seal hears the moving wave. 
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THE DEATH DANCE 

OARONB a-ree, eily arone, aronel 
lis a good thing to be sailing across the seas I 
How the women smile and the children are laughing glad 
When the galleys go out into the Uue sea — arone 1 
O eily arone, arone 1 

But the children may laugh less when the wolves come, 
And the women may smile less in the winter-cold — 
For the Summer-sailors will not come again, arone 1 

arone a-ree, eily arone, arone I 

1 am thinking they will not sail back again, O no I 
The yeUow-haired men that came sailing across the sea : 
For 'tis wild apples they would be, and swing on green 

branches. 
And sway in the wind for the corbies to preen their eyne, 
O eily arone, eily a-ree I 

And it is pleasure for Scathach the Queen to see this : 
To see the good fruit that grows on the Tree of the 

Stones : 
Long black fruit it is, wind-swayed by its yellow rfx>Hf 
And like men they are with their feet dancing in the 

void air I 

O, O, arone, a-ree, eily arone I 

arone a-ree, eily arooe, arone, 
0, 0, arone, a-ree, eily arone I 
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THE SONG OF AHKZ THE PALE 



B 



UT this wu la tiM old* old, fur-off dajt, 
B«t tlili wu in the old, old, £ur-off days. 



Tbitf rode bsMath the ancient bonghs, and 

as they rode the aang^ 
Bvt at the laat both allent were: only the 

h o i B e h oolinmg. 

Gnenn took vp Ua aword, and she fdt its 
aiiifiinj blade^ 

And the langhed and TOwed it fitted ill for 
the handHng of a maid. 

He looked at her, and daiklj aodled, and 

aaid ihe was a qneen: 
For die ooold awing the wldte sword hi|^ 

and lo^e ita datiHng sheen. 

She lifted up the great white sword and 

swung it o*er his head — 
*' Ah, yoa may smile, my lord, now you may 

smile," she said. 

For this was in the old, old, far-off da3rs. 
For this was in the old, old, far-off days. 
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CLOSING DOORS 







». 
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CLOSING DOORS 



o 



SA!f DS of WKf keait* 
low along tliT skadovj sSkv«? 



Is that the deep sea-^ean I hear vith the 

dying sob at its core? 
Each dim lost ware that lapses is fike a 



lis closing doofs thej hear at last vho soon 
shaU hear no more. 

Who soon shaD hear no more. 



£0y, Eilj, Eil J, call low, come bac±, caO low 

to me: 
My heart yon have broken, your troth lot' 

saken, bat lore eren yet can be : 
Come near, call low, for dosiiig doors are as 

the waves o' the sea. 
Once dosed they are closed for erer, EOy, 

lost, lost, for thee and me. 

Lost, lost, for thee and me. 
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THE STAR OF BEAUTY 



I 



T diidii not la tiM tMm, 
MyStarof Beas^t 
TiiM Buida of Imt rig^ 
H«r tMis and agoniei^ 
TI16 firs in ntt ^9^0% 

My Star of BflMHyl 

LoTaiy and daiicaf , 

MyStarof Banm^t 
How ooidd db« aiastar ]ta% 
Ahhoai^ die gaire badk luita 
Gfoat aa my lovn waa greats 
Ify Star of BaaMly t 

I lotad, aha batad, w«B t 
My Star of Baaitty I 

SoodfaooQ ^a fMUHlng Ml : 

She roae, and I hSit 

Soft shines in deeps of hell 
My Star of Beauty I 



IN THE SHADOW 



OSHE will have the deep dark heart, for 
all her face is fair; 
As deep and dark as though beneath the 

shadow of her hair: 
For in her hair a spirit dwells that no white 

spirit is, 
And hell is in the hopeless heaven of that 
lost spirit's kiss. 

She has two men within the palm, the hollow 

of her hand : 
She takes their souls and blows them forth 

as idle drifted sand : 
And one falls back upon her breast that is 

his quiet home, 
And one goes out into the night and is as 

wind-blown foam. 

And when she sees the sleep of one, oft- 
times she rises there 

And looks into the outer dark and calleth 
soft and fair : 

And then the lost soul that afar within the 
dark doth roam 

Comes laughing, laughing, laughing, and 
crying, Homel Home I 
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There is no home in faithless love, O fool 

that dreams her fair : 
Bitter and drear that home you seek, the 

name of it Despair: 
Drown, drown beneath the sterile kiss of the 

engulfing wave, 
A heaven of peace it is beside this mockery 

of a grave. 
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THE CUP 



Chuir Muiril mirr ann, 
Chuir Uiril mil ann, 
Chuir Muirinnfion anUj 
^Schuir Michal ann buadh. 

** Muriel placed myrrh in it : 
Uriel placed honey in it : 
Murien placed wine in it : 
And Michael power." 



THE cup of bitter-sweet I know 
That with old wine of love doth glow : 
The dew af tears to it doth go, 
And wisdom is its hidden woe. 

Were I bat young again to throw 
This cup where the wild thistles grow, 
Or where, oblivious, ceaseless, slow, 
The grey tumultuous waters flow 1 
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AN OU> TALK OF THREE 



AH, bonnltt daifii0» Xfl yoar duk efe& 
dnwuniml 

d&ep daiknew grows wiHioiit — 



[Hv^, dMur, tariiy I Itewr tha aaartnids 

•cruuniagt 
And down beyond the haven the tide comes 
withashontq 

Ah, bizdeen, sweethenrt, sate ha k not 



He who has j^mt hand in hte, whfla I have 
afl yoar heart'— 

[Hiirii, dear, ha^ I hear tiia wfid bees 

Far away hi tiie anderwcnld where tree love 

shall not part 1] 

Darling, darling, darling, all the world is 

singing, 
Singing, singing, singing a song of joy for 

mel 

[Hash, dear, hush, what wild sea-wind is 

bringing 
Gloom o' the sea about thy brow, athwart 

the eyes of thee ?] 
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Ah, heart o' me, darling, darling, all my 

heart's aflame 1 
Sure, at the last we are all in all, all in all 

we two I 

At the Door 
A Voice 

This is the way I take ipy own, this is the 

boon I claim I 
Sore at the last, ye are all in all, all in all, 

ye two — 

{Lxiter^ in the dark, the Irving brooding 
beside the dead: — ) 

Ah, heU of my heart I Ye are dust to me — 
and dust with dust may woo 1 
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THE CRIMSON MOON 

BEHIND the Legions of the Sun, the Star 
Battalions of the night, 
The reddening of the West I see, from mom 

till dusk, from dusk till light. 
A day must sorely come at last, and that day 

soon. 
When the Hidden People shall march out 
beneath the Crimson Moon. 

Our palaces shall cramble then, our towers 
shall fall away. 

And on the plains our burning towns shall 
flaunt a desolate day : 

The cities of our pride shall wear tiaras of 
red flame, 

And all our phantom glory be an idle wind- 
blown name. 

What shall our vaunt be on that day, or who 

thereon shall hear 
The laughter of our laughing lips become 

the wail of fear ? 
Our vaunt shall be the windy dust in eddies 

far and wide, 
The hearing, theirs who follow us with swift 

and dreadful stride. 

A cry of lamentation, then, shall sweep from 

land to land : 
A myriad wavering hands shall shake above 

a myriad strand : 
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The Day shall swoon befofe a Shade d Tsst 

ancestral Night, 
Till a more dreadful Mom awake to flood 

and spume of light. 

This is the prophecy of old, before the ran- 

ning tribes of Bian 
Spread Mnltitode athwart the heirdom of an 

earlier Clan — 
Before the gods drank Silence, and hid their 

way with cloud. 
And Man uprose and claimed the Earth and 

all the starry crowd. 

So Man conceived and made his dream, till 

at the last he smiled to see 
Its radiant skirts brush back the stars from 

Immortality : 
He crowned himself with the Infinite, and 

gare his Soul a Home, 
And then the quiet gods awoke and blew hb 

life to foam. 

This is the Dream I see anew, iHien all the 

West is red with light. 
Behind the Legions of the Sun, the Star 

Battalions of the night. 
Verily the day may come at last, and that 

day soon, 
When the Hidden Peofde shall march out 

beneath the Crimson Moon. 
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THE TRYST OF QUEEN HYNDE 

QUEKN Hjrnde was in the rowan-wood 
with scarlet fmit aflame, 
Her face was as the berries were, one sun- 
hot wave of shame. 

With scythes of fire the August sun mowed 

down vast swathes of shade : 
With blazing eyes the waiting queen stared 

on her steel-blue blade. 

'*What, thirsty hound," she muttered low, 
** with thirst you flash and gleam : 

Bide, bide a wee, my bonnie hound, 111 show 
ye soon a stream 1 " 

The sun had tossed against the West his 

broken scythes of fire 
When Lord Gillanders bowed before his 

Queen and Sweet Desire. 

She did not give him smile or kiss ; her hand 

she did not give: 
"But are ye come for death,** she said, "or 

are ye come to live ? *' 

Gillanders reined and looked at her : ** Hynde, 

Queen and Love,** he said, 
" I wooed in love, I come in love, to this the 

tryst we made : 
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IX lie 



Mjt 



*M 



A j£gp Um^ iUx^ 
tke 



.«4mr 
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They let her in, they lifted swords, his head 

each one did bare : 
Slowly she bowed, slowly she passed, slowly 

she clomb the stair : 

Her little son she lifted up, and whispered 

'neath his cries — 
* The old king's son, they say ; mayhap ; he 

has Gillander's eyes/ 
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THE LOVE- KISS OF DERMCD AND GRA 



w 



'HSN by the twilit sea these twam were con 
Dermid spake no one word, Grainne was < 
And in the hearts of both deep silence was. 
"Sorrow upon me, love," whispered the grass; 
" Sorrow upon me, love," the sea-bird cried ; 
" Sorrow upon me, love," the lapsed wave sighed. 
• 
" For what the King has willed, that thing must b< 
Dermid I As two waves upon this sea 
Wind-swept we are, — the wind of his dark mind. 
With fierce inevitable tides behind." 
" What would you have, O Grainoe : he is King." 
" I would we were the birds that come with Spring, 
The purple-feathered birds that have no home, 
The birds that love, then fly across the foam." 

** Give me thy mouth, O Dermid," Grainne said 
Thereafter, and whispering thus she leaned her head 
Ah, supple, subtle snake she glided there 
Till, on his breast, a kiss-deep was her hair 
That twisted serpent-wise in gold-red pain 
From where his lips held high their proud disdain. 
** Here, here," she whispered low, " here on my naou 
The swallow. Love, hath found his haunted South. 

Then Dermid stooped and passionlessly kissed. 
But therewith Grainne won what she had missed. 
And that night was to her, and all sweet nights 
Thereafter, as Love's flaming swallow-flights 
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Of passionate passton beyond speech to telL 
But Dermid knew how ndn was any spell 
Against the wrath of Finn : and Grainne's breath 
To him was ewer chill with Grainne's death ; 
Fall well he knew that in a soundless place 
His own wraith stood and with a moon-white face 
Watched its own shadow laugh and shake its spear 
Far in a phantom dell against a phantom deer. 
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THE SONG OF FIONULA 

SLEEP, sleep, brodien dear« sleep sad dream. 
Nothing so sweet lies hid in all yomr years, 
life b a storm-swept gleam 
In a rain of tears : 
Why wake to a bitter hour, to sigh, to weep? 
How better far to sleep — 
To sleep and dream. 

To sleep and dream, ah, that b weD indeed : 

Better than sighs, better than tears. 
Ye can have nothing better for yoor meed 

In aU the years. 
Why wake to a bitter hour, to sigh, to weep ? 

How better fai to sleep — 
To sleep and dream, ah, that b well Indeed! 
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DIM FACE OF BEAUTY 

DIM tee of Bimff iuittitftftg all tho worid, 
W9k Iam of Bmmtf all too Mr to see, 
When tlM lost itm wAomn &e heaveas are kwled, 
Tliereb thiire^doBe lor l^oa 

For here iHiere aSk. tlie dnaau^ nenare "wliiiled 
like sere torn leaves of pNitiai^lo aBd^a, 
There is ii6 place for thee fai allt^ivorid, 
Who driftest as a star. 



Beaaty, sad Isoa^il Beaaty, M|itmry, Woader> 
What are these dreaa^^ loloolkdi babbling men— 
Who ay mith liula noises 'neath dia temder 
Of sges gmmd to sand, 
To a liltia sand. ^ 
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THE MOURNERS 

(FROM THE BRETON) 

WHEN they had made the cradle 
Of ivory and of gold, 
Their hearts were heavy still 
With the sorrow of old. 

And ever as they rocked, the tears 

Ran down, sad tears : 
Who is it lieth dead therein, 

Dead all these weary years ? 

And still they rock that cradle there 

Of ivory and of gold : 
For in their minds the shadow is 

The Shadow of Old. 

They weep, and know not what they weep ; 

They wait a vain re-birth : 
Vanity of vanities, alas, 

For there is but one birth 

On the wide green earth. 
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DEAD LOVE 

F&OM TKB QAXLIC 



7 {JHmrdmti^^ftmMmomtmcfibi 



\ 



T is tite ^wy vodk I «iii» 
And ^e gref iBin on th« xock : 
It IS tihi# ^'^''7 VAW • « • 
Thtt gray hottQd 



(It is to be as) ^e gr^ moss in iriater : 

Altif4wliHMir|iJtMiitit 

It is kwf since my Iaa|^ter. 

AIeadalr«iogjkaoI, 
Tlii bieast is liuhPfdM 
tiiat |<m wM ««s vMte 
Asaamain^wind. 
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THE RUNE OF AGE 

OTHOU that on the hills and wastes of Night art 
Shepherd, 
Whose folds are flameless moons and icy planets, 
Whose darkling way is gloomed with ancient sorrows : 
Whose breath lies white as snow upon the olden, 
Whose sigh it is that furrows breasts grown milkless, 
Whose weariness is in the loins of man 
And is the barren stillness of the woman : 
O thou whom all would flee, and all must meet. 
Thou that the Shadow art of Youth Eternal, 
The gloom that is the hush'd air of the Grave, * 

The sigh that is between last parted love. 
The light for aye withdrawing from weary eyes. 
The tide from stricken hearts forever ebbing I 

O thou the Elder Brother whom none loveth. 
Whom sdl men hail with reverence or mocking. 
Who broodest on the brows of frozen summits 
Yet dreamest in the eyes of babes and children : 
Thou, Shadow of the Heart, the Mind, the Life 
Who art that dusk What-is that is already Has-Been 
To thee this rune of the fathers to the sons 
And of the sons to the sons, and mothers to new 

mothers — 
To thee who art Aois, 
To thee who art Age 1 
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Breathe thy frosty breath apon my hair, for I am weary t 
Lay thy frozen hand apon my bones that they support 

not, 
Put thy chill upon the blood that it sustain not; 
Place the crown of thy fulfilling on my forehead ; 
Throw the silence of thy spirit on my spirit ; 
Lay the balm and benediction of thy mercy 
On the brain-throb and the heart-pulse and the life- 
spring — 
For thy child that bows his head is weary, 
For thy child that bows his head is weary. 
I the shadow am that seeks the Darkness. 
Age, that hath the face of Night unstarr'd and moonless, 
Age, that doth extinguish star and planet. 
Moon and sun and all the fiery worlds, 
Give me now thy darkness and thy silence I 
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LEAVES, SHADOWS, AND DREAMS 



I 



HAVE seen all things pass and all men go 
Under the shadow of the drifting leaf : 
Green leaf, red leaf, brown leaf, 
Grey leaf blown to and fro, 
Blown to and fro. 



I have seen happy dreams rise up and pass 
Silent and swift as shadows on the grass : 

Grey shadows of old dreams, 

Grey beauty of old dreams. 
Grey shadows in the grass. 
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TBX void AMONG THR DUNES 



I HBA& Hm WNHrfid ill^dBf 



TIm MikB dtiid am nMif 

Tlpw 8flU|| .'^'^ ^ sod fiN> 



80 

Hoi Iki inM josb^ ^c^^^^m^ 
Bat iSm mi wiiinlil Shiidow 
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THE VEILED AVENGER 

FRAGMENT OF A DRAMA 

A Voice 

... I am He, 
The Veiled Avenger. I am clothed with shadow, 
The silence and the shadow of your soul 
Where it has withered slowly from the light. 

Unseen Chorus 
The Veiled Avenger speaks. He knows him not. 

The Man 

I hear a honey voice that murmureth peace, 

Peace and oblivion. O ye secret doves 

That feed the mind with sweet and perilous breaths 

And murmur ever among gossamer dreams, 

Bring me the tidings out of the hidden place 

Wherein your wings wake fire. Come once again, wild 

doves 
Of Beauty and Desire and the Twin Flame I 
Wild doves, wild doves, bear unto me the flame 
That rises moonwhite amid scarlet fire. . . . 

{A lapwing wails.) 

melancholy bird, Dalua's messenger I 

1 am too weary now for further thought. 
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Tlie Veiled Avenger 

Pillows of sleepless sorrow. . . . Bow your head. 

To-night I shall build up for you a place 

Where sleep shall not be silent and where dreams 

Shall whisper, and a little infinite voice 

Shall wail as a wailing plover in your ears. 

Then you shall know that shaken voice, and wake, 

Crying your own name. 

The Man 

Again, the wheeling cry 
Where in the dusk the lapwing slips and falls 
From ledge to ledge of darkness. 

Unse(^ Chorus 

He knoweth not 
Hb own bitter infinite cry we hear him cry I 
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THE THREE EVILS OF THE NIGHT 

IN the great darknesa where the shimmering stars 
Are as the dazzle on the herring wave 
Moveth the shadow of the end of wars : 
Bat nightly comes as from a bloody grave 
The Red Swineherd, who has no other name, 
Bat who is grand and terrible, a flame 
Fed upon blood and perishing lives and tears : 
His feet are heavy with the bewildering years 
Trodden dim bygone ages ; and his eyes 
Are vast and empty as the midnight skies. 

Beware of the White Honnd whose baying none hears 

Although it is the wind that shakes the stars: 

It is the Hound men saw in ancient wars : 

It is the Hound that hunts the stricken years : 

Pale souls in the ultimate silence see it gleam 

L.ike a long lance o* the moon : it comes as a beam — 

The soul is as blown dust within the wood 

Wherein the White Hound moves and shadows brood. 

Heed too the Flock of Birds from twilight places, 
And from the desolate ways of ancient wars 
Bewildered, terrible, and winged faces 
Of souls adrift under the drifting stars : 
But this I surely know, that the Red Flame 
And the White Hound and the Dark Flock of Birds 
Appal me no more, who never never again 
Through rise and set and set and rise of pain 
Shall hear the lips of her I loved whispering words 
Or her hair cloud my lips moaning her name. 
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THE BURTHEN OF THE TIDE 

THE tide was dark an' heavy with the 
burden that it bore, 
I heard it talkin', whisperin', upon the weedy 

shore : 
Each wave that stirred the sea- weed was like 

a closing door, 
'Us closing doors they hear at last who hear 

no more, no more, 

My Grief, 

No more I 

The tide was in the salt sea-weed, and like a 

knife it tore, 
The hoarse sea-wind went moaning, sooing, 

moaning o'er and o'er. 
The wild sea-heart was brooding deep upon 

its ancient lore, 

I heard the sob, the sooing sob, the d3ring 

sob at its core, 

My Grief, 

Its core ! 

The white sea- waves were wan and grey its 

ashy lips before ; 
The whirled spume between its jaws in floods 

did seaward pour — 
O whisperin' weed, O wild sea-waves, O 

hollow baffled roar, 

Since one thou hast, O dark dim Sea, why 

callest thou for more, 

My Grief, 

For more. 
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THE BELLS OF SORROW 

IT is not only when the sea is dark and 
chill and desolate 
I hear the singing of the queen who lives 

beneath the ocean : 
Oft have I heard her chanting voice when 

noon swings wide his golden gate, 
Or when the moonshine fills the wave with 
snowwhite mazy motion. 

And some day will it hap to me, when the 

black waves are leaping, 
Or when within the breathless green I see 

her shell-strewn door. 
The fatal bells will lare me where my sea- 

drown*d death lies sleeping 
Beneath the slow white hands of her who 

rules the sunken shore. 

For in my heart I hear the bells that ring 

their fatal beauty. 
The wild, remote, uncertain bells that chant 

their dim to-morrow : 
The lonely bells of sorrow, the bells of fatal 

beauty. 
From lonely heights within my heart tolling 

their lonely sorrow. 
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